Time stands a constant struggle, without an ability to endure; mankind is constantly constrained between one direction and another. To truly be great at something, one must be attentive towards that entirely. There are many men who are a jack of all trades, who can say something to trick you into believing they are competent in it, coherent about its core, and know placid facts such as its history, who created what, and the answers to questions reminiscent of trivia. It is the likeness of the Gods that cause the eons to remember your name; not the ability to be informed on everything. The world we live in, the ideals we relish, and the collective inspiration of technology, medicine, and politics make for a vast ocean of information. No one becomes someone without something that is considered a talent. The man on the poster in the window holding a stereo with a discount sticker on it is, even subconsciously, knowingly doing something that requires talent to be accepted into this role. Whether or not he is the only person with this talent is obvious; but he still has that talent, such as Spielberg has the talent to direct movies, and such as King has the talent to write novels. 
We live in a society that requires things to be done in a small amount of time; whether it be a commute, when a century ago traveling the distances we scale would be a life’s journey, or the ability to create a work of art, the statues erected took decades whereas ours take months, and this fact fuels us to depend less on our own ingenuity, our own creativity, but on the past inventions, the past milestones. We see new discoveries in the world of current affairs as different takes on the same product. More bells and whistles, more flash and flare, more functionality and purpose; but still at core the same product of one entity. Man must ask what causes us to guess our future to be one with spacecrafts that travel to the depths of space, if we are in a circle of repetitive design. Along with that, the ideal of our society is neither to progress as a civilization, nor to advance in the means of technology, medicine, etc. but it is to appease the day to day satisfaction. Someone would rather have a dollar now then ten dollars in a year; and why is that? 
Why is it that our culture does not save money and does not plan for the future? Why do you see so many self-inflicted problems, so many man-made illnesses; why does the old man on his death bed only remember his job and his family, not the world and his goals, not his legacy, not what will make him remembered. Why does a man see it fit to be a pizza delivery driver until he is unable to drive because of old age? Why does a constant neutrality and stagnant aura in progression in one’s life and goals seem to be acceptable? The job must be done, and I’m the best one to do it, is an example of the ideology one might put towards explaining why the progression in ones career or goals, why someone who had dreams and ambition, now delivers food to people who are too lethargic to get it themselves. Do people not have a speech to motivate them, a song to rally them, or enough oppression and hatred to fuel them to achieve greatness? Does a man really need to be without freedom to truly strive to succeed? Do the gifts deemed necessary standards of living cause the world to dwell on its momentary structure more than the progression of a greater goal, of a different morality, of a brighter future. Do you think you are the only one who drifts to sleep with the taste of shame and the yearning to surpass and achieve? Greatness takes time, and with how we are made to work and survive, we have little time to be great; but just enough to get by. Is it truly the goal of our society to keep the minds of the future entrapped in the repetitive cycle of work that is not gratifying? Constrained by the echoes of time, by the fear of losing what little we have, the fear of losing the possessions we have acquired, the one thing we can truly claim is ours; not the ideals we have created or the structures we have shaped, but the bookshelf and the desk.
Is it like a prayer to find the truth; or does it seem that the innards of our soul pour forth in melody? The art of our generation, the words that move mountains, and the people who live above it all are those who create music. The sounds of the past have yet to change while our basic principle of life has. We can relive and learn what our past was with the sounds of its forerunners, of its historians. We can believe in a better future if the songs chorus tells of a time where everything was ok, where there wasn’t a problem in the world, and in such we gain hope. Is that really what the world needs? Hope? Hope isn’t enough to cause the legs to move, the body to sweat, and the muscles to ache. We have become dependent on the notion that we do not need to endure and struggle to achieve, we do not need to be soar after a long days work, not in the same sense as the men who moved mountains to make cities, not in the sense of the travelers who sailed into an unforeseeable future; without cameras and an ambulance, only the sense that they may truly be remembered.
Is it understandable to assume that all beliefs derive from a central goal in oneself? Does it seem absurd to assume the connotations’ in our worldly religions were not written by the hand of god, by the son of god, by the spirit of god, or someone touched by god; but by a man who desperately needed something to believe in. Just because something is believed by many doesn’t mean it’s something worthy to believe in. A man would just as easily exile someone he did not fancy as a god would damn someone to eternal suffering; and the reality that god is in all of us is a true one; as we built our gods, out of thought and parchment. Is the person who calls himself the reincarnation of Christ dismissed because he is a lunatic, or because he doesn’t look the part? How can so many break the covens they swear by and still feel no guilt claiming they devoutly follow the belief? How can the man who hates his neighbor and would never spare food to a stranger truly expect audience with Christ, for Christ is in us all and to truly believe in the religion, the man must also assume that Christ could be anywhere. It seems that most believe he is nowhere, and from the society and its sickening actions, I can see why. But how can someone really believe in an afterlife, a god, something, without anything more than a novel; nothing more than rubble of past civilizations that also used to worship and carry that belief. Why is it claimed to be a strength to following something so blindly, yet the reasons of believing are so ludicrous as a tingly sensation or feeling happy momentarily. Many can acquire such actions through narcotics and medicine, so in theory the strength to follow is to simulate something better, and God can also come in the form of a pill or needle.
Ignorant, the word you can use to describe us, to describe humanity; it’s progress, its ambition, its plight. Looking through the mirror, you can see the problems we seem to have. Is it really a gift to be so ignorant that the world can be falling apart but you are dwelling on bliss and without a heavy heart? The isolation of emotions, the lack of confrontations of the present, and the change will never come soon enough. The reason a needed crosswalk is installed prior to the death of a child is the same reason we are still reliant on fossil fuel, still at war to “free” other countries, and still debate on if global warming even exists. In the future, someone will look back and sit in contempt as the actions of today shape a life they did not want, something on the edge of Armageddon but without the escape of death. A world stripped of its beauty is nothing more than a rock in space; and to truly be free is to be in control of yourself, not having something else control you. You may never understand the future brings the merge of the term democracy and the term imperialism. Whether it is something needed; force feeding a child medicine that burns and causes the child to be without bodily control for awhile, and then expecting that the child accept and like you when you return the next day to do the same thing, is not something I can fathom. 
To be free and to be in peace is to be alone. Nothing we can achieve will give us the ability to, as a nation, be truly free; nor will there be a day where someone can walk the streets of our world and genuinely feel safe. Ignoring others causes them to learn to hate you, as we sit with our cell phones and music players; thousands die of starvation and common illnesses. A nation bred to watch the world achieve and progress while they are left behind to stay the same, will be a nation that will not accept a drastic change with no immediate reward. To destroy a place that has already been on the verge of demolition and then expect the people who live in it to accept that in twenty years you will rebuild it and you will be free; but for now you will have to live under a tree and pray to your god that you don’t run into a firefight. Pray to god that your child isn’t near the man in the market strapped with bombs. Who can possibly fathom that thought? Who can be proud of the nation that tears through houses looking for bombs, but promises a democracy with freedoms? Who can be proud of a nation that is littered with bodies, but promises a safe and stable government? Who can be proud of a nation of outsiders searching houses, shooting relatives, and forcing change in belief, with only the promise of a better future? 
The man who takes the dollar and not the ten in a year is the same man that understands that the world revolves around this moment, and nothing more. The man who takes one tenth of what he’d earn in a year is like the man who would rather have a house under a dictator now, than a free nation under a bi-partisan leader in ten years. That man is a man who understands things change, and that man is a man who fights for what he believes in. You may call him a terrorist, you may call him evil, but he is seen as a man who fought back at the imperials who invaded his country and carpet bombed his towns, he is seen as a hero for dying in the name of his country, by fighting off our children, our brothers, our soldiers. If the tables were turned, and the foreign government was bombing your town while promising their version of freedom in ten years; would it really be different? Would you see our cities of millions stand quite as the change of ideology, of religious values, and of political persuasion changed to that of a different country? Would you not fight for your beliefs? Your family? Your safety? Or would you conform to something that is the belief of the people holding you hostage, the people who destroyed your village, your life, your future.
Just because something is believed by many doesn’t mean it’s something worthy to believe in.
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